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She could never love Ludovick she told
herself one moment; but the next her heart
sank with remorse at the consciousness that
she was deliberately beguiling and deceiving
him. Yet how could she reveal to him the
terrifying truth ? Terrifying. No, rather the
wonderful and joyous truth. Was there not
more joy in bearing secret agony for love of
David, than in all die wearisome devotion of
poor Ludovick ?

And so her thoughts drifted like a storm-
tossed ship ; and she made no attempt to put a
firm hand on the rudder and steer for any haven.
One moment she wept; another moment she
could have danced in a wild glee like a fairy or
a woodland sprite. Then would come upon
her a dull and heavy melancholy in which she
craved only to sleep.

So the days and weeks passed, and each day
she grew more woefully bewildered, more
. inwardly unbalanced.

" It is Destiny/' she said to herself.
"Destiny."

Thus she sought to excuse herself to herself,
forgetting how she had heard David speak
sternly of those who thus evaded responsibility.

" Our souls are divine," he had said, " for
we have reason and memory, and the discerning
will to choose."

But of this she remembered nothing; and
for love of David she unconsciously offended
against David's every precept.